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"All right, lads, I'd say that's a wrap," Tom Allom said through the intercom between the mixing room and the 
sound booth. "We'll see you tonight at the holiday party, then you'll be off home for Christmas. We'll most 
likely have you back for a bit after the New Year, to do any tweaks that might be needed" 


"Thanks, Tom," Joe replied "See you tonight, then" He slipped off his headphones and rolled his shoulders. "Fish 
and chips or curry?" he asked his bandmates. "I was warned we should eat before the party. Itll be all little 
ribbles there, not a proper meal." 

‘I'm good with either," Sav said. 

"Fish and chips," Rick said with a laugh. "Maybe you haven't noticed, Joe, but Pete and curry don't get along so 
well. If we're supposed to be impressing people at this party, we don't need him clearing the room with one of 


his infamous farts." 


"Oh, fuck off, Rick," Pete groused, flipping the young drummer two fingers. 


Rick grinned and flipped the guitarist off in return. “Well, stop eating curry before shows and then trying to 
hide the sound effects by standing so close to my kit. Blimey, | can't even walk around to get away from the 
stink!" 


Pete grumbled something unflattering about Rick's personal habits while Joe, Sav, and Steve snickered. 


‘lm good with fish and chips," Steve said, trying to keep the situation from turning from teasing into an actual 


argument. 


Pete continued to grumble as the five made their way to the local chip shop and crammed into a snug 
designed to seat four. From his spot beside Joe, Pete looked at Sav, Steve, and Rick all crammed in together 
with Steve's arm over Sav's shoulders in an effort to gain a few more centimeters of space for the three of 


them. "Keep sitting like that, people are gonna think you're a couple of fairies," he said. 


"Nah, mate, they won't, cos we got our trainers on," Steve joked. "Don't you know that according to Black 


Sabbath, Fairies Wear Boots?" 


Pete rolled his eyes. "Twat," he said, but with no real heat. He laughed along with the others all the same and 
dropped the subject. 


Their food arrived, along with a round of pints, and they tucked in. Pete's mood improved with the application 
of a few beers, so that by the time they headed back to freshen up for the party, he'd hit the point of 


smiling at random strangers and wishing them a happy Christmas. 


In their shared room, Sav wrapped his arms around Steve. "That was a good one, getting Pete off track 


earlier," he said, nuzzling his boyfriend's neck 


Steve purred and returned the favour. "Mm. Glad | thought of it. My only other idea probably woulda made 
things worse." He took a deep breath and said, "Been thinking, though, we might wanna tell ‘em soon. | mean, 
we've just recorded a proper album, they're talking about sending us to tour in the States... | know Pete's likely 


to take it poorly, but | think it'll be worse if he finds out on his own, y'know?" 
"Yeah, you're right," Sav said with a sigh. "I'm not looking forward to it, though." 


"Me either," Steve admitted. "| hate the thought of the yelling that's likely to happen. But Joe knows already, 


and I'm pretty sure he'll have our backs." 


"Yeah, he will," Sav said, nodding. "Joe's a good mate." He chuckled and added, "He told me after that day he let 
us know he'd caught on about us, that he was not only happy for us, but happy that was two less blokes 
competing with him for the groupies." 


Steve laughed. "He's such a wanker sometimes! But yeah, he's a good mate. How d'you think Rick will take it?" 


Sav shrugged. "Dunno, but if | had to guess, he won't make a fuss. He's young enough he'll probably follow 


someone else's lead, and Joe's bigger than you and Pete's smaller than any of us, even me," he said with a grin. 


"Good point," Steve said with a grin of his own, leaning in to steal a kiss from his boyfriend. "How long do we 
have before we're supposed to meet up with everyone?" 


"Not long enough for what I'd like to do, but the anticipation will just make it better later," Sav said, stealing 
that kiss right back. "Let's go, love." 


The two headed out to meet up with the others, suffering through several boring hours of small talk with 
record label executives while the two of them and Joe tried to keep Pete from drinking himself stupid enough 


to embarrass them all. 


Not that they were able to completely keep Pete under control, but at least they kept his antics within the 
realm of marginally more amusing than annoying. Pete somehow managed to pull down a ribbon-tied branch of 
mistletoe, then wandered about holding it over people's heads and calling for someone to kiss the person he'd 
targeted. The only really awkward moment he caused was when he targeted a young woman who turned out to 
be the fifteen-year-old daughter of the label's CFO. Rick managed to save that situation by stepping forward 
and announcing that it was nice of Pete to make sure the two teenagers at the party got to feel involved, 
before giving the girl a smile and a peck on the cheek 


Pete still clutched the mistletoe as they headed into the little cottage they'd been allotted for their stay at 
Startling Studios, giggling to himself as he looked at his bandmates. Once they were all inside, he called out, 
"Hey, Steve, Sav.. you're wearing boots now. Y'said before, Fairies Wear Boots.. so if you're fairies, you gotta 
kiss each other, right?" He reached up to hold the mistletoe over Sav's head. "Go on, then, Steve, kiss him!" 


Joe tried to take the mistletoe away from the drunk guitarist, but Pete had a death grip on the little branch. 


"Come on, mate, it started getting old a couple hours ago." 

Sav gave Steve a questioning glance. 

Steve took a deep breath and nodded. "Its okay, Joe," the blond guitarist said softly. "We were just talking 
earlier, what with the possibility of a US tour and all... if anyone has a problem, better we find out before 
we're on the road." Blushing, he moved up and wrapped his arms around his boyfriend, pulling Sav close and 


kissing him softly. 


Joe watched with a smile, while Rick's jaw dropped. The young drummer looked from the kissing couple to the 
singer. "Wait.. you knew already?" he asked. 


"Yeah," Joe admitted. "I figured it out a while back. But it wasn't my place to say anything, you know?" 


"Yeah, | guess," Rick said, still looking a bit dazed. 


Pete, not paying attention to Joe and Rick, smacked Steve and Sav with his mistletoe. "Bloody hell, | didn't expect 
you two to take the joke this far," he said. "Stop snogging already." 


Sav reached out and snatched the mistletoe away from Pete. "It's not a joke, you twat," he said flatly. "Steve 
and | been together since he joined the band. As he just said, we decided we probably ought to let you blokes 
know before they set us up to tour with one of their big-name bands in the States. Your drunk antics just 
gave us a good opening." He slid his arm back around Steve. 


Still blushing, Steve leaned shyly into Sav's embrace. "You okay with us, Rick?" he asked the young drummer. 


"Yeah, | guess," Rick said, still looking gobsmacked. "I mean, hell, you've been together all this time and | never 
had a clue, so | don't guess you're different blokes from the ones | met when | auditioned for you lot. | mean, | 


don't expect you're gonna start prancing around like Elton John or anything, right?" 


"No, we're not," Sav laughed. "Worst | can see happening is if we gotta sleep on a tour bus, you might see us 
kissing goodnight before we head to our bunks. | got a look at AC/DC's bus before they left for France, and 
bloody hell, those bunks are tiny! Phil said they call ‘em coffins, because they're not much bigger'n that. No 


chance of enough space or privacy to get up to anything interesting." 


Rick and Joe both laughed. Joe looked at Pete. "You gonna be okay, or you gonna be a twat about this?" he 
asked. 


Pete frowned, looking from Steve and Sav to Rick and then to Joe. "I bloody well don't like it, but if you two 
don't care, | won't say anything. They kept it secret this long, | guess | can trust ‘em to keep it quiet even on a 
long tour." He stomped off towards the kitchen of the little cottage, muttering, "I fucking need a drink." 


Joe rolled his eyes. "Mind if | share your room tonight, Rick? | know we let you have it to yourself so you 
could study since you plan to sit your CSE exams next month even though you've already left school, but | 
have a feeling Pete's gonna drink himself sick tonight and I'd rather not be in there to hear and smell it if he 
yaks in his bed" 


Rick laughed. "Yeah, bring your stuff on over. And if you've a mind to be nice, you can quiz me on maths." He 
turned towards his room with a smile towards Steve and Sav. "G'night, you Two." 


"Night, Rick, night, Joe," they chorused before heading for the room they shared. Once there, Sav jokingly held 


the mistletoe over Steve's head and kissed him once more. 
"I do like kissing you under the mistletoe," he said, giving his boyfriend an affectionate smile. 


"Really?" Steve asked with a grin. He grabbed the mistletoe and stuck it into his belt. "And will you kiss me 


under the mistletoe now?" 


"Oh, hell yeah!" Sav said as he dropped to his knees. 


